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LORD BYRON. 



The harp is mute ! the mighty hand is still 
That woke it vrith a master's matchless skill 
To strains' of bitter sweetness ; so the blast 
Woos the wild flower, but withers it at last. 
The worm of death now riots on that brow 
Where genius shone ; there all is darkness now ! 



(6) 

Oh, BvRON ! born beneath the brightest beam 
That ever smiled on Ufe's delusive dream ; 
Around thy cradle wizard fency wreathed 
Her richest garlands ; heavenly poesy breathed 
Her peerless harmony ; that holy flame 
Thou worshipp'd. Freedom's, brighten'd at thy nai 
And Hope, the tempting traitress, shed her smile, 
Like the enchantress Beauty, to beguile : 
Hope, still the poet's tyrant and his slave, 
That like a meteor lures him to the grave. 



The harp is mute 1 whose cadence sad and wild 
In youth portrayed the melancholy Childe, 
When Harold touch'd it to that witching strain 
Which poet's harp shall never know again ; 
When o'er the " waters of the dark blue sea," 
Its music woke to immortality. 



The harp is mute ! that breathed that sad " Farewell," 
Which from the heart in mingled feelings fell. 
Of sweetness, wildness, sympathy, and sadness, 
With all tlie poet's magic and his madness. 




(7) 

Ah ! why should fate's eternal practice prove 
That noblest minds are soonest wreck'd by love ! 



In the rich summer of thy life and song, 

With genius more than doth to man belong, 

That lofty, fearless, mind-created tone, 

Which charm'd all bosoms hut destroy'd thine own : 

From home, from hope, from native country riven, 

How oft in secret must thy soul have striven 

'Gainst griefs concealed, that, like the worm i' the flower. 

Fed on thy heart, — lone melancholy Giaour! 

"tet still how sweetly, 'midst thy hopes' decay. 

Thy spirit breathed from out its prison clay, 

Like that mysterious melody whose breath, 

As poets say, foretels the approach of death j 

Or, hke some classic temple laUing fast 

Beneath the fury of the envious blast, 

Which looks more lovely from the tempest's hate. 

And wins the heart — more dear when desolate. 



Alas ! that still the poet's lot should be 
Qound to the Ixion wheel of misery ; 




18) 

Tliat he whose ln^art of finest texture wove, 

(ihivah'oiis honour, pity, friendship, love, 

Who, hke the south-wind, sheds his odours round, 

Should in his bosom bear the " cureless wound," 

Or curst by poverty, or feeling's slave. 

Find for himself no balm but in the grave. 

Has he not goodness reigning in bis breast, 

Or arc his sins more sinful tlian the rest? 

Has he not virtues of the common kind, 

Like common men, with that they envy — mind 

All powerful, which on its eagle wing 

Soars to the immortal goal throu{>h suffering? 

Ah! whatavails the emptiness of tame, 

"The glory and the nothing of a name," 

The fadeless wreath that binds the minstrel's brow. 

Which decks the victim but conceals the woe, 

The world's applause which, while it lauds his lyre. 

Laughs at the sorrow that consumes its fire. 

Leaves him to bitter want or, bitterer part, 

The indignant feelings of a broken heart. 

And is that mighty soul for ever fled? 
No! 'tis the dross of BvnoN that is dead, 



(9) 

His spirit, freed Irom life's oppressive curse, 
Lives in the immortal temple of his verse ; 
And this, a shadowy boon &r real ill, -' 
In spite of reason buoys the poet still. 



If tainting breath of caliunny should come 
To violate thy last and lonely home, 
Plant its foul weeds where flowers of genius grow, 
And in thy wayward faults forget thy woe ; 
Soon shall the reptile vampyre of thy fiime 
Droop his dark eye, when thus he reads thy name :- 
Here sleeps the Poet in his bed of peace, 
Btboh, the friend of liberty and Greece) 

Oh ! what redeeming ' feelings fill'd his heart, 
At this his latest and his noblest part, 
The &iend of Greece and freedom, holy tie. 
Which lustre adds to immortality I 



And Greece shall still be free and Greece again,* 
The cross shall triumph o'er the crescent chain, 
The turban'd tyrants of her soil shall feel 
The probing justice of the freeman's steel. 



(10) 

When to the hilt it goes, and nobly drains 

The dying despot's black polluted veins. 

Heavens '. how my bosom heaves with proud delight, 

When free-born man asserts his native right. 

Shakes off the trammels of a slavish fear, 

And thmiders vengeance in the tyrant's ear ; 

When o'er oppression's 'dark unhallow'd tomb 

Fair freedom rears her pure and patriot dome ! 

I^ot the eternal beauty of the skies 

Bursts with more splendour on the enraptured eyes 

Of him who from his birth deprived of sight 

Pierces the gloom and hails the glorious Ught, 

Than when, with giant grasp, and giant strain. 

The slave — no more — ^wrenches the accursed chain. 

Tears from his frame and soul the withering ban. 

Looks up to heaven erect and feels himself a man.' 

Foimtain of justice ! may thy light inspire 

The sons of Greece ! may no unholy fire. 

Kindled at cruelty's and discord's shrine, 

Sully that flame which should unsullied shine ! 

No, not e'en liberty itself should be 

Purchased with useless blood and coward cruelty ! 





( " ) 

Sweet liberty ! ia native truth severe, 
Life to the veins, and music to the £ar, 
The patriot's altar, and the poet's theme. 
The foe alike to either wild extreme; 
Fair as the day when firist th' Eternal spoke, 
" Let there be Ught;" and wpnd'ring chaos woke ; 
The land is chaos, desolation, gloom, 
Where thou art not, and England is thy home. 
Home of my heart, my birth-place, and my pride. 
With honour boundless as the billowy tide. 
Which round thy rocky shore majestic rolls, 
Free as thy sons, and fearless as their souls ! 
Land of the poet, patriot, statesman, sage. 
Who live in glowing letters in the page 
Of thy proud history, whose works attest 
How lofty genius soars by freedom blest 1 



If for one passing moment it may seem 
My pen has wander'd from the moumfiil theme, 
Still my soul linger'd round the sorrowing spot. 
Can Greece be sung and Byron be forgot? 
Can liberty or Britain homage claim, 
Without reflecting glory on his name? 



( 13) 



And Albion's tears shall grace her Btbon's bier, 
And beauty's eye embalm his memory there; 
And sympathy shall weave her dewy wreath, 
And enmity shall not pursue in death ; 
fiat all with slow and pensive step shall come 
In peace to plant the cypress by his tomb. 



(15) 



Wild and weeping, sad and slow, 
Bring, oh ! bring those flowers that blow 
In their silent solitude ; 
Flowers of melancholy mood, 
Gather' d in the desert vast, 
Where foot of man hath seldom past, 
Crushing hope, and blighting bloom. 
Plant them by the Poet's tomb. 



Banehil eye, and blist'ring breath, 
Fiends that feast on feme, in death. 
Noxious blasts, that bhght and wither, 
Come not with your mildews hither. 
Soft-eyed pity, sorrow sear, 
Hope that chains the hag despair. 
Sad and slow, and silent come 
With weeping flowers to deck his tomb. 
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NOTES. 



Note i , Page 9. 

In offering this humble tribute to the memory of the colossus 
of modem poets, I would fain draw the veil of oblivion over 
Home of his later works, which 1 verily believe escaped his pen 
more from a wounded and wayward spirit, than from a de- 
praved and malign one. In espousing the cause of the children 
of the classic soil, of the oppj^^i^ Greeks, he had caught the 
true glow of liberty; it was an act redeeming to his character, 
and reflects the highest lustre on his memory. To those pha- 
risaic beings who condemn in the gross, I would say with the 
bard of oatnre and of Scotland: — 

" Who made ihe bean, 'lis He alone 

Decidedly can trj us i 
He knows each chord i ts various toue^ 

Each spring its various bias- 
Then at ihe balance let's be mute. 

We never can adjust it: 
What's done we partly may compute. 

But know not what's resisted." 

RcRSS. 

Note a, Page 9. 

I must here render homage to those enlightened and merito- 
rious savans of our days, who, by their antiquarian and other 
researches in Greece — that ancient Eden of the arts, have not 
only conferred so important a benefit on the inteiiectual world, 
but, by their frequent intercourse with the most intelligent na- 
tives, have contributed to keep alive the embers of national 
reminiscence and national pride in the breast of the Greeks, and 
, thus escited them to their present noble struggle. 
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